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THE MORNING TIMES,.
A LESSON FOR YOUNG AMERICA,
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THE ACADEMIC KITCHEN,

Art of Cooking WIll Soon Be Uni-

viersully Taught
Writtew for The Times. )

Ar= Richanis Lns been disooirsang i
e ol Gut ever timely subject of sehoolb
luncheons, and predicts thut perfect [y ap

Oulr 1

§ L
wWal

Hiore

W

vowhivin e Wresties: W

about the

i dream

y sy Nile gresen brick

eream fanked by o stlver

v 1 with him ven as the lush
racooinm

Hivnl vson Of Afric's hirning ssnil.

Aund loyr L D Frommy Bt Lo shoos

To Enow arning’s Elichien’s Close
nr tnnd,

To breathe the inpcense rare of silken 3a

mnrcand.
begone, gritn doughpar of (I me!
nway from here to allivr where,

Begane
AWHs

pomed tehens wili sson e incloged in (e
Hans af every sthopl bulla —Morn'ng
[T
ALl il all hail, wost ey
anne,
You're pow the object of Lhe sthoolboy's

Let b che f mnke the sohoulhoy™s dinner

hat,
Lt the professor make the light appear
iy gray i hoas any Kool
The: ne stomach makes the head
hat's -
| Eowave the eachivr weth the corffish

1
S il Wy peer.”
——
Zclies Waus Al Righi.

Bt et Lhe goveriior O Tenbesste, o
N amdintereatingtals with bl aml
ruther boasting of the Moot t
taincer's wile . a esal chatting
ihsenee ol hie

“Iahe o talber plan thon my Ze
*No, 1 dou’t think .
‘s e welgh tore?"”

thie

aring tie

“Not as much.* .
O e CVer ta ORI O Lt owitl a etune
T don't v, bt shoull s s not For
haps tie 1 1w @ Wikl bear 1o b Nfe"
“Evor Joek o eritter sl sough-and-tamble

“lLoan't may as :ll:'lnﬂ'
1ok 1o e o Fighiter.3 5
Btrauger,” shevielf on, s sl coasen hier
Buitving oo OIm@IERy - ki that guv or ol
Teonessee Dust o Jsguoorrel’s head in
talleal tree i this 1t with & bulleg:”
Probubly not, oetho, ™
Would he o rrl‘m n wild oot which
il got among the (:ful kens?
“lean't sy '

Jhough he doesn's

S be it on 167 the Bar! back of o
buekin® i and stiok eight thar Ll the
horn biows fur dinber oood the mewt hain'
ol no buok left™

1 eh’t tell you aboot these things. of
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ST heme Men IHd Not Smoke Clgarettes.” —Chilengo Triburces,

HE KNEW 1T ALT..

Aa o Hesulr e Hoad o Pay Bouhile
Fare

New York Herald,

i Horken

A mnn who live

il whin is
one of those who fondly e gine they Know
itoall took his wife the olher day an

boarpded the Empire State exy

for Schowotady on n long-deferred visit (o
thadr married daaghter He Frowned on
s wile becunse slie snowed sogpe Landity,
rixed with ant e poated pleasanes

This trafh doesn’L stop at Svhien-ctady?

tha L g

she said, in fori of

1 giess 1 know that,"" he grewied
S el cars bt Ajhun e, don’t we™
Certninly we do”" he L “Don’t
vu hother yoursell ng= ta
e’
WL v Kitow wrhen we gl Lo Albans?
Fsme inguired o hesilating wiay.
| "Iy winia 1 > e (or an wet?'" be an
| swiened I wish vou would 1 me . run
thix thing. and | owill land you safely at
| SMary's hoase without vou DOUsnng your
Lead about it
The wotinn sald nothing more until fhe
tenin was near Afbany  Then shie said
when we crossthe river, don't

"1 kmow thnt jus i u do. and
betler, 100, he Dot make B
of vourself by alie our lenoranece
n e brilge, On i Stowal  sorpe

arsthal b ol avtew of the river

“Uw disgustin!” —JTody

g

Stmter-—How di You juess Your time away?

Brother—At g puwnbroker’s

“Fut Out uat

Home."

“Foul

Outr.*

New Moarder—Why e 11, furmer. that your chickens Baven't festhers?
Did the Girls In the avighborhowd plack them for feather boas?
Farmer —Nog indeed. They had clills vor Lus’ summer an® stiook "em all ofi.
“A o] Pliek Up” “A Safe Bt
Governess — Now, Avchibald, explala what the poet meant by “The Sweot
Lay of v Tlirds?
Archibuld —Egos:

e e
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But Oue Bat Allowesd —Philadelphia Preas.

O tmleful pie, for which there’s no fit nanie,
To vulture’s howers you <hall not repair;
Virg! und veal will be a pleasure rare;

Livy with llver, Bocrates with soup,
shoukl Nt the pupil to Olympus falr,

Anid high whereon the meads the ghod gods

oup,

Just assponge cake and prunes should make

his apirits droop.

Philosophy Is very f‘ri«%l\llﬂ dry,
And metaphysion 12 a blooining snare,
From differentinl caleaien a1l fy

As from a brindied tiger in his lair,
Bat when those stodles with o potted
hare
Digested ure, “tis quite another thing.
The soho Oy plodsalong with conscletice

r

Througn Homer while he eats the turkey
win,

And with 1he pork chop’s fame makes the
hine welkin ring.

When fish and Greek will ihus assimilate,
The school bell and the diooer bell ure
one
And cducation will nexneinte
Iteelr with bLeef and spurn the mystl
bun,
That bke the chivese coke when they day
i done ) i
Creates dyapepslu with an lroo hand
Udil the boy the baker shop will slinn,
Al shioul in joy the gods mas understind
“Catwllos and clam broth, ob combination
gramil

The boy, when geown, apen the bill of fare
Will read the Greck bexameter divine
Thtorritus will lend A classic air
Unte Lthe blue fish from Kantuoket™s hrine,
And that quaint poct of the farm Sabine
Quintanx Horntlus Flucous, B, C. B—
Along the végetable list will shine,
Abd make the hungry scholinr's soul ¢late
Wkile playfully be throws his radishes at
fate.

Long live Atlns and the frying pan,
Long live the speliing book und coffoe
P,
To foster, from Beershebs unto Diao,
Rrain= for Bostonian, Hindoo, Haottentoy

| and won't feal a bit hurl If vO' say sol"—

cottrse. The governor 14 4 very nice man,
howoever, anll 1 shall always be glad that 1
met hin

“1s he helfty on the wrassle?" she gueried,
as shie looked stralght at me.

“Ithink not."

““Hin he jump nine feet™"

‘1 pregume 0ok Ut Fou ses, matam - —

G hen, mebbe thar's better Men Lhan the
guv'nor of Tennveseel" she | rrupted.
“and mebbe my man Zeke ar’ one of ‘e

Ditroit Pree Press,

———— s

GORE'S PICKPOCKET STORY.

How Duith the

Buling Pussion Is
Ecchanye.

Preaching nf Westminster Abbey a few
daye ago on moral frecdom, which he de-
linedd ns “the power, extornil nikl Internal,
to be what one sught,” and the Inflaence of
clreumstance and persdity, Canon Gore told
o siriking story, which he said had coe
to/bis etirs within the gidst few days,

A hiardened professional pickpockel foend
imwelf within sjght of deathi, aml for thi
first time in nis Gife Lbad leisere to think
During o somewhial proteacted Uiness the
reality of the love of Goil was vividly borne
In upon him, and he beosne, in the deepest
sonse . conyeried frotu darkness to Bght.,

He und received the Sacrament snd was
in arciculy moriis, when the nriest,. who
was rending the commendalary prayer by
Bis hedshde, heand a boprse Whisper in his
e, “LOoK out for your waten:™*

As the clergyman raised bis bead the man

Showing strong (o

Iay dead, with the wateh in his hand.
SThe Wil =ald Oimon Gore, "was poy
strong epough to e the babifoal ine
stinclive motions of hiddy. 7ol was

Strong enougs 1o protest uwn

act with the volee*

pgninst ils

was croskd, and (he tmin came 1o a sop
o the Albzany statian

“Pon't We gel odt bere?™ she asked.

“No, we don't.” he answered. ©“We have
tn croas the river flrst,’

“1 thought We had crossed 107

T wishh you would let ma do the think-
ing and not make a silly fool or yourself,
as you have heen doing all day.™

*“Bor all the people are getting out,”” she
continped.

“Don't stop them. [ tell you we have o
¢ross Lhe river before we are in Albany.
There."”
AW W are going again,’
Lhe train started.

“Of course we are, nnd we will be over
the river in n minute. T guess I know what
1 am doing.”

Severid minutes passed and (he train in-
creaand 1ts speed. The woman inoked more
nnxtons, and then the conductor entered Lo
collect the tickels

= You should have chinnged ar Alhany." he
sald to the man who Enew (tall, ** You will
have to pay voor fare (o Utica amd then
take o train to Schnectivdy.”

The fares woere pakd withoot guest ion, amd
ubby deoppdd Yehind his paper withoul a
woridl. His wile was equnily slient, but ihe
SXPressian that scitléd on ber faco was an
omninons one.

whe =ald, as

—- .
Generons Tomms,

Amiabie Mother—Here, Tonms
nice castor-oll, with ormpge in i

Doctor—Now . remember, don't
all to Tommy; leave some for me.

Toruay L who has hadd seme before —Doe-
tor'sa pice man, n rive it nll tadoctor.

= Y —
Wuking Too Muach Payin’.

Fonid Wife—Aly Eastor bonnet
aml it'sa perfect dream.

Loving Hubby (with the billi—Pm glad
my fove, that you are pleased, but don™
lot us dyesim dgaln.

is some

give It

WS COme

IT'S DIFFERENT NOW,.

Bell-Why did the old novels all end with, “And thay llved happlly everaftec?”
Nell—Pecnuse the new womnn wasnot known thea.

Now York “Population, 1. 1085050 —and meres coming'”™ —New

York Woerlld.

Greater

Bell—He Is breaking my heart!

Nell—The rascnl’  Has he jilted you™ -

Rell—=No-ot t But he Fasists on keeping onr enrseamant whos Pyg a bet
ter chanoe.




